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On the other hand we did have two genuine encounters
with members of London's underworld. We were walking
down the Whitechapel Road, Cunningham and myself,
when my companion suddenly put his fingers to his nose;
but as far as I could see there was nobody at whom he could
be directing this insult, until a young man swung round
from the shop-window which he appeared to have been
studying, and said, 'Sorry, Mr Cunningham, I didn't mean
you.'
* That's all right, my boy. No harm done,' replied
Cunningham with a laugh.
I was naturally mystified.
'An old client, from my Yard days,' Cunningham explained.
"He was "glassing" us. You don't know what "glassing"
is? If one wants to watch somebody's movements, one looks
into a shop-window; if the contents are dark, everything
which is happening in the street is of course reflected in
the window/
On my third or fourth day in the East End, I went with
Cunningham to a pub called 'The Three Nuns' near the
Whitechapel Road Underground station. We had just been
inspecting the notorious house, number 101 Sidney Street,
where a group of gangsters had recently withstood a siege,
in which field-guns had been used and operations had been
directed by Mr Winston Churchill, at that time Home
Secretary. We were accompanied by Detective-Inspector
Dessent, who had taken part in the siege,
In the pub we were approached by a well-dressed and
very pleasant young man,
'Hullo, Cunningham, still with the dock police?9 he asked.
'No, I've retired and set up as a private inquiry agent.'
Then, pointing to me, 'My nephew. Ex-sailor, from South
Africa, looking for work. And Dessent you've met before.'
We shook hands.
'And now what will you have, gentlemen?' I asked.
The detectives ordered whisky and soda, and my new